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Beans On Toast 


Author's Notes: 
| don't mean to offend any of the named musicians in my story, even if | called them names. I'm a fan of 


everyone | write about, so | just try to entertain. 


„Bloody arseholel", Mick screamed into the phone, having Keith and Bill look over to him. They looked at the 
frontman questioning so he explained: „Elton fucking John thinks he is too good to invite us to his big party. | 
mean.. Are we just the most popular band in Britain or are we not?" 


Keith stood up, still confused: "What are you talking about? Which party?" Mick rolled his eyes: "Oh he's just 
having one of his big amazing parties again where everybody's invited to. Everybody except us it seems." The 
guitarist shrugged: "So what? Those parties are mostly boring anyways. We can have our own party here and 
forget this jerk. | don't see why you make such a big drama for it" 


More theatrical than it was maybe necessary Mick slammed the phone on the counter: "You don't see why | 
make such a drama? You don't- oh of course. Keith do you think we can just write songs and play ‘em and 
that's enough? No stupid. We're trying to stay in the fucking business aren't we? So as a band of some status 


we have to be at certain parties and we have to be bloody invited to certain parties. So if we aren't invited to 
this party, what the heck do you think that means? Jesus christ Keith, just sometimes you could learn a bit 
about status-maintaining.” And without another world he stomped out of the kitchen and left Keith and Bill 


exchanging puzzled looks. 


The Rolling Stones were sharing that nice cottage on the countryside to work on the new album, and usually 
the band would sit together for some beers in the evening, but this night Mick wouldn't come out of his room 


agai n. 


But Keith had an idea, remembering the early days of their friendship. The other guys were in the living room, 
chatting and laughing while Keith started cooking up some Beans in tomato sauce and toasted some bread. He 
put the hot slices on a plate, placed the bowl with the beans also on it as well as some spoons. With that and 
two beers he went to the singer's room. 


He knocked with his elbow: "Mick? H's me Keith." He heard his annoyed voice: "I told you before. I'm not coming 
out. | don't need our damn house party." "Yeah but can | come in anyway?", the first asked. He just heard a 
grunt and opened the door. 


He saw the man lying on his bed, various music magazines splattered all over the floor. He looked up as Keith 
drew closer and sat down beside him, putting the beers on the bedside table. Mick look confused so he 
explained: "I know how important our social-standard is to you. And yeah maybe we guys care a little too less 
about it, but to be honest Mick you're really the only one who understands anything about PR and stuff" The 
other just wanted to open his mouth as he continued: "But sometimes you should think about your roots. 
Remember when you where still Michael Jagger and you were over at my place and my mum used to make us 
some beans on toast? Well back in the days you said that'll always be all the party you needed. Just being with 


your friends, eating some beans on toast, drinking a few pints and having fun 


A few second passed in which Mick just starred from the food to his band mate before he flung his arms 
around the others neck. Hugging him tightly he whispered into his ear: "Thank you Keith." 


